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SONG L 


THE ENLARGEMENT. 
TUNE-— RULE BRITANNIA, 


RECITATIVE.. 


— day replete with joy we fe 
Which gives great Wilkes to us and Liberty ! 
No longer let each cenerous Briton mourn, 
No more ſhall Wilkes from Liberty be torn ; 
Raiſe then your voices, touch a noble ſtrain, 
Wilkes, Britain's chief, beſt friend, is her's again. 


:B: | Great 
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A I X. 
3 
Great Alexander fought for Fame ; 
Fame mark'd to Ceſar ev'ry deed : 
But. greater, nobler, ſure his aim, 
Who dares in Freedom's cauſe to bleed. 


CHOR U s. 


na ye Britons ! 'tis Wilkes demands the lay! * 
To Wilkes the 2 tribute pay ! 


U. | 
How dreadful were thoſe tyrant times 
When deſpotiſm trod on worth ! 
When men were falſely charg'd with crimes, 
And General Warrants iſſued forth: 


CHOQRUS, 


But Wilkes, our guardian, ſpurn'd the black decree, 
And prov'd that Britons would be free. 


III. 
Yet not to this alone confin'd, 
Qur Wilkes has other claims to praiſe ; : 
His zeal for Britain's unconfin'd, 
And beams ten thouſand diff rent ways. 


c HORU& 
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ene Rus. 


Rejoice, ye Britons! 'tis Wilkes demands the lay, 
To Wilkes the blithſome tribute pay? 


For Wilkes prepare the wreath cf bays, 
Who Honour's race fo well hath run ; 

Strike, ſtrike the lyre! your voices raiſe, 

And hail fair Freedom's darling ſon. 


CHORUS, 


Rejoice, ye Britons ! *tis Wilkes demands the lay, 
To Wilkes the blithſome tribute pay. 


SONG HU. 


MIDDLESEX 


TUNE— THE WARWICKSHIRE LAD. 
I. 


Ve Middleſex lads and ye lafſes, 

See what at our Jubilee paſſes; 

Come revel away, fing, dance, and be glad, 

For the lad of all lads is a Middleſex lad: 
Middleſex lad, 
All be glad 

That the lad of all lads is a Middleſex lad. 


B 2: \ When 


* 
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I. 

Wis ates wk n e 

And waſted our blood and our treaſures, | 

To ſhame and expoſe em our patriot ſtrait writ, 

For the wit of all wits is a Middleſex wit : 
Middleſex wit 

Forty-frve writ, 
And the wit of all wits is a Middleſex wit. 


III. 
mne force of his weiking 
— fue, 
To fatyrize coxcombs he never was lag, 
ata foto Ariat of 
Ever brag, 
That the wag of all wags is a Middleſex wag, 


IV. 

Tho' lov'd once were Algernon Sidney, 
And others — confeſs d of a kidney; 
Tho? Jack Hampden's honour was free from a crack, 
Yet the Jack of all Jacks is a Middleſex Jack : 

Middleſex Jack, 

Free from a Crack, 

And the Jack of all Jacks is a Middleſex Jack. 
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1 

No threats, no perſuaſions can move him, 

Still true to a people who love him; 

Their laws and their rights he will ever defend, 

For the friend of all friends is a Middleſex friend: 
Middleſex friend, 


Freedom defend, 
And the friend of all friends is a Middleſex friend. 


SONG m. 
AN INVOCATION TO LIBERTY. 
TUNE-—HAIL ENGLAND, . 
I. 
Conz, Livery, come, with hy char 


rays, 
Once more Ger Britannia diffuſe thy bright blaze ! 
Once more let thy influence fill each breaſt with glee, 
Britannia calls thee, O come, Liberty ! : 
Again, thou bright ſun, here reſplendently ſhine ; 
Hark ! Britons implore thee ! and Britons are thine. 
Hark, Britons, &c. 


CBORUS, 


\ 
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Return ! return! return! with benevolent life- 
breathing ſmile ! 
No more to be baniſh'd from Albion” s free ile. 


Mt 

See! Wilkes waits to hail thee, his wrongs have an REY 

With Virtue's bright ſhield he'll thy boſom defend; 

At length, O bleſt moment! thy patriot is free : 
At length, &c. 

He waits to receive thee, ador'd Liberty 

Then no longer delay, but return to thy home! 

Come, chieteſl of bleſſings, come, Liberty, come! 

Come chiefeſt, &c. 


c HORU $ 
Feturn ! return! return! &c. 


III. 
See Glyn, Horne, and thouſands too tedious to name, 
Whole generous boſoms have caught thy bright flame, 
See pure in their breaſts how thy principles burn! 
See pure, &c. 

Return then, bleſt goddeſs - bleſt ns return! 
Return to the land has ſo long been thine oun 
And here to all ages eſtabliſh thy throne : E- 

And here, &c, 


CHORUS 
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Return ! return, return ! &c. 


IV. 
The rude northern blaſt is now happily laid: 
The Thane too, who dar'd thy free laws to invade, 
Ignominiouſly fied, to thy triumphs ſubicribes : 
Ignominiouſly, &c. | | 
Return and flaſh vengeance on Slav'ry's baſe tribes! 
Thy glorious appearance will finith their doom; 
Come, chieteſt of bleffings, come, Liberty, come. 
Come, chieſeſt, &c. i 


CHORU Ss. 


Return ! return ! return ! &c. 


$ 0 N00, 
TO AN OLD ENGLISH TUNE. 
| 


WI EN tyrannous maxims the ſubject oppreſs d; 
When law-quibble equity ſcar'd from her reſt; 

When flar-chamber courts baited Freedom with fury; 
When men were confir.'d — 7ithout trial by jury : 
= When 
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I. | 
When meſſengers ſurly gave freemen no quarter, 
But ſeiz d each man's papers, his wife, or his daughter; 
When crimes of black dye were o'er-look'd in a lord, 
VM bo deſerv'd, ſtead of garter, a collar * of cord. 


III. - 
When nuniſters honeſt men's meaſures contemn'd ; 

When juſt as they nodded, a M.. . condemn'd ; 

When Tyranny triumph'd — when Freedom gave 


Then WILKES ruſh'd to light, and entreated her 


He pleaded he lov'd her — that, ſpite of the chain 
Oppreffion had form'd, ſhe ſhould flouriſh again; 
Thar he'd hold up her beauty to ev'ry man's eye ; 
That he liv'd but for her, and for her he would die. 


V. 
Full well has he ſhewn bcth his courage and love, 
And all his misfortunes his firmneſs but prove; 
Tho” ſtormy his days, and with clouds overcaſt, 
His genius bright blaze ſhall diſpel them at laſt. 


A cellar is one of the enfigns of the order of knighthood. 
SONG 
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SON ® 
KILLING NO MURDER. 


TUNE — WHEN $OL HAD L00S'D HIS WEARY TEAMS, 
L 


a 
'T was in thoſe fields which bear the name 
Of England's faint and king, fir, | 

To view the favourite ſon of Fame, 

The mob, in many a ring, fir, 

VUnarm'd, with long and loud huzzas, 
Applauded Wilkes's ſpirit : 

Intent alone to give due praiſe 

Io ſuch exalted merit. 


La, h. h, h, k. 


u. 
The venal tools of lawleſs powr, 
Being vexed at the rattle, 
Determin'd ſoon their notes to low'r, 
And give the rabble battle : 
More anger'd as the ſhouts grew higher, 


| The ready military 
Were order'd to advance, and fire 


Upon this noble quarry. 


La, la, la, la, c. 


C: Says 
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III. 

Says maſter Kilbem, — Mind your aim, 
Nor do your duty coldly, 

© Thele wild ſeditions we muſt tame, 
« So fire upon them boldly ; 

“ For old blind Juſtice, heed her not, 
With thiſtles faſt we*H gird her; 

4 P've orders they ſhould go to pot: 
Here killing is no oer x 


=. La, h, la, la, &e. 
| — 
St Tv. 
* Geud fir,” replies an honeſt chield, 
« We'le a' obey veer bidding; 
« Gin ye command, whate'er are kid, | 
We ſha'na fear be'ng chidden : 
My troth, we'ſe ſoon diſperſe this you, 
& And drive ſedition further; 
« Dir'a ye fear, we'ſe Cer fa back, 
6 Where * is na murder.“ 


La, la, la, la, xc. 


V. 
The foldiers fir'd, the rabble flew, 
Except about a ſcore, fir ; 8 
The reaſon's good, they did not too, 
Being dead as nail in door, fir; 
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And tho? poor Juſtice ſtrove in vain, 
When lawleſs power curb'd her, 
We now may ſee the time again 
When Killiag flall be Murder. 


La, la, la, la, &c. 


s O N G VI 
TONE — THE LAST vhs IN THE MAID OF THE An. 
Written by a Gentleman of Newcaſtle upon Tyne. 


| Soc H a knaviſh generation 

In no ſlaviſh ſtate is known, 
As now guide this pilfer'd nation, 
As ſurround the Britiſh throne. 
Graftgrace, Mungo, Fox, and Rigpate, 
Jeffries, Thane, and Double- fee: 
Ketch ! - go execute our mandate, 
Hang them all on Ty burn tree, 


I II. 
Britons, riſe ! nor longer ſlumber, 
Riſe! — aſſert your country's capſe ; 
Liberty now calls in thunder, 

Riſe, and ſave your rights and laws. 
C2: „ Jan 
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Lg may Freedom deign to bleſs us, 
Long as runs the placid Tyne : 
And the patriot that ſupports us, 
Let us toaſt 1 in roſy wine, 


SONG VI. 
TUNE — THE SOLDIER TIR'P OF WAR'S ALARMS.. 


(IN ART AXERX ES.) 
1 


| Wu black oppreſſion rear'd its head, 
Aud Britons ſhrunk — to glory dead, 
| Say, whence aroſe the cauſe ? — 
Tir as want of knowledge made them far; ; 
They felt not freedom claim'd their care, 
Nor ſaw the force of laws, 


| II. | 
At length the patriot WILKES aroſe, 
The wounds of Liberty to cloſe, 
And ev'ry virtue ſhield ; 
By him inſtructed - — with the ſage 
U beaſants turn oer the letter'd page, 
And read their rights reveal'd. 
* Mack 
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III. 
Mark how their eyes deſtruction low'r — 
Reſolv'd againſt the tools of pow'r 
To make a noble ſtand ! 
Each man his own importance feels, 
*Gainſt fear his generous boſom ſteals, 
And patriots throng the land. 


$0 NG VII 
MAGNA CHARTA 


rum . YE MORTALS, WHOM TROUBLES AND FOLLIES 
; |  PERPLEX. . 


I, 


: Arrxy, brother Britons, attend and be wiſe, 
PU tell you ſome maxims a Briton ſhould prize; 
Tho? ſome are too fearful to ſpeak what they think; 
Let ſlaves only tremble, firm truth will ne'er ſhrink. 


CHORUS, 
Ye time-ſerving, ſneaking informers, ſtand clear, 
Not time-ferving M. . d ſhall pick a hole here. 


a 
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Our king tho! we love, by what law is it known 
We muſt fear ev'ry rogue that may ſteal near his 
throne? 
Who honeſtly ſerves from him, our praiſe ſtill has 
cron d, 
His acts we've approv'd, and his merits have own'd. 
Ye — &c. 


For old Magna Charta our fore-fathers fought; 
By that we ſpeak out, when we think what we ought ; 
By that we are happy, and drink, laugh, and ling; 
By that we are free, and by that George is king. 
Ye time ſerving, &c. 


III. 

This charter was forc'd from a tyrant of old 

Wbile life laſts this charter we firmly will hold. 

Tis the Britiſh palladium, tis liberty's ſpring ; 

"Tis the band of allegiance *twixt tubje& and king, 
Ye time-ſerving, &c. 6 


| Iv. 
Tis the fountain of right, on which all laws are made; 
Tis the prop of our freedom, religion, and trade; 
"Tis firm as the oak, and upright as the fir: 
By this, and this only, our Kings Cagnor « err. 
Ye time- ſerv ing, Ke. 


Tia 


— 


Tis the ſpur to each action that's gen'rous and brave; 
*Tis the mark of diſtinction twixt freeman and flave ; 
is the boaſt of our ag'd, and the hope of our youths, 


Par nE, my muſe, in humble verſe, 
Io celebrate this happy day; 


Our patriot's praiſes to rehearſe, 


Fair Liberty was baniſh'd hence, 


* 


And curſe the baſe wretch who denies theſe bold truths. 
Ye time- ſerving, &c. 


WRITTEN BY A LADY. 
'TUNE——AS FLOWS THE COOL AND PURLING Au. 


1. 


Drive care and ſorrow far away. 
II. 
And ſlaves our dear- bought laws oppos d, 


Till Wilkes appear'd in our defence — 
Till Wilkes, like a bright ſun, aroſe. 
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—_ 

O may his wiſhes all fucceed, 

May we our freedom till retain, 
And turn to pleaſure all our pain. 


SONG X. 


[Theſe verſes, though wrote on Mr. Wilkes's being elected an 


3 
' TONE — COME, BE JOVIAL, FILL, YOUR GLASSES, 


3 


Gr Apollo, quick inſpire me, 
Touch, each muſe, the tuneful ſtring, 
Thou too, ſacred Freedom, fire me, 


While thy children's praiſe I fing. 


Oft we read in antient ſtory, 

Hoy our brave forefathers fought, 

How they trod the paths of glory, 

How with blood their rights they bought. 


en the preſent occaſion, eſpecially as it is more than probable 
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And when dang' rous impoſition 
Tyrant mitiſters advis'd, 


 Britotis, ſcorning mean ſubmiſſion, 8 
| Prov'd how high thoſe rights they priz d! 


. 


To cur country greatly ring, 
We purſue the gen'rous plan; 
And the tools of pow'r deſpifing, 
Wilkes elect our Alderman ! 


WY 
He, our properties defending, 
Will a faithful guardian be! 


And Augufta's rights extending, 
Een gite freedom to the free ! 


IV. 

T] | Bri 12s fri Is 3 ſin } 

Soar will lighten all out woes z 

Aud, with afdour never ceafirigg 
Rid het of in:gftine foes. 
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VII. 
So ſhall endleſs bleſſings wait us, — 
So ſhall peace ſurround the throne !—- 
So the foes af freedom hate us, | 
While /ze boaſts we are her own / 


SONG I 


To L 1 A 
TO ANY TUNE THE READER PLEASES. 


. 


De Liens! thou ſacred name: 
For thee the peaſant riſks his life! 
For thee, they dauntleſs meet the flame 
Of war's dread thunders, big with ſuife! 


N 
Fling off the yoke, the galling chain 
Of tyratiny's oppreſſive las! 


Thou ! the fole prize they aim to gain ! 
Like heroes fighting in thy cauſe ! 
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IL 
They dread not force of arms, nor pow'r ; 
By thee uprouz'd, whole cities join ! 
In ſhoals upon the foe they ſhow'r, 


$ ON G All 
TUNE,—COMT, COLIN, PRIDE OF RURAL SWAING. 
— tntig tanen;. 

Sweet the ſoft falling vernal mois; 


As ſweet the glooms the grove affords ; 


But not the groves, or rains, or flow rs, 
Nor all the feather'd ſongſters 

Can ever ſweet, od 4 
O! lovely Freedom, without thee ! 
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Hu. to the roſy morn! whoſe ray, 
| With luſtre brings th auſpicious day, 


| Lo! yonderwalks, from bondage free, 


The darling fon of Liberty, 
The Patriot of our iſle, 


A 3 


In vain emerged Britain from the main, 

In vain are Magna Charta and our laws; 

If at the will of a deteſted Thane, 
Celeſtial Liberty c'er loſe her cauſe. 


b. u NS. 
1 


Let praiſe undue to art belong, 
Tis truth alone ſublimes our ſong. 


RECITATIVE., 


| \ 
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RREECITATILIYHE 


In Wilkes the Patriot's fire we ſee, 
Inn Wilkes, the friend to Liberty. 
Tis he, who cowards' terms ne'er yet could pleaſe, 
f * Who never cou d be bought or won with caſe. 
| Hither, Flora, quickly bring 
_ Choiceſt produce of the ſpring ; 
| Strew the ſweeteſt in his way, 


A I R. 


Ye rovers of che ærial ſpace, 
Ye tenants of the deep, 
Ye beings all, of mortal race, 
That walk, or crawl, or creep; 
Tho dumb to others praiſe, = diol hs. | 
And celebrate with joy this glorious day. 


RECITATIVE. 
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KECITATILIVE. 


Ye oceans, rivers, lakes, and rilis, 
Te valhes, mountzns, plains, 5 
This day, de lird regions fl, 5 
This day, let fields with verdure fill, 
Fonian nymphs, oh? biber quickly ſpeed, 
And eine immo laurels round his head. 


A I R. 


Hark ! ye clouds that wildly run, 
Fleecy curtains of the fun, 
Whather fent, or where inclin'd 
Riding on the wings of wind, 
Speed your pace, oh! quickly fly, 
Nor difturb the lucid fky. 
Hampden and Sydney, from their feats ſublime, 
Applaud, with fmiles, the ſpirit of our rhyme, 


© OR us. 


Let praĩſe undue to art belong, 
Fs truch alone ſublimes our ſong. 
AECITATEVE. 


The PATRIOT's JUBILEE. 33 
R E e 1 r A T IV E. 


Apollo riſe, ariſe and ſtrike your lyre, 
And raiſe in ev'ry breaſt ſeraphic fire. 


Ye twinkling orbs, that nightly ſport 
Before the threſhold of Jove's court, 
Start !-—and tho? you fleep for years, 
Start, and flutter in your ſpheres ! 


RECITATIV E 


Now begin the feſtive dance. 


A 1 X. 


Rejoice, ye free-born Engliſhmen, rejoice, 

Britannia hails you of her fav'rite race, 
Wich ſtrains of Liberty now ſwell your voice, 
With Wilkes and Freedom ſhake th' etherial 
ſpace. 


GRAND CHORUS 
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GRAND CHORUS. 


Hear us, high imperial Jove, 
Sovereign of the realms above, 
Who the patriot dare aſſail, 
Place them on a comet's tail. 


—COm RIA — OC ER. , . 


 » © 


I» ſpite of trembling tradeſmen's horrid hopes, 

Once more ſhall Freedom tread Britannia's ſhore ; 
In ſpite of Pr—&tor, and his murd' ring troops, 

Wilkes ſhall again her ſacred rights reſtore. 


The long expected day is come, 1" 
And lo! with banner ſpread ; | 
r 0a devoid of gloom, | 

Uplifts her head meds wave, | 
Where long ſhe ceas'd to ſmile, 
And ſees her Wilkes no more a ſlave, 
* guardian of her iſle. 


. 
1 
| | 
5 
1 
0 
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Once more ſhall injur'd Albion find a guard, 
Who long oppreſs'd---the galling fetter wore; 
He comes ! Vice ſhudders, Virtue meets rew ard, 
And Scottiſh tyranny is known no more. 


Then hail the day, 
With joyful lay, 
That brings the patriot forth: 
With joy attend 
On Freedom's friend, 
Ehe terror of the North. 


The creeping ſycophants who ſteer'd the ſtate, 
And burthen'd Britain with their taxs* weight, 


With diſappointment, eavious eye, ſhall ſee 
Albion reſtor'd, and Wilkes at Liberty. 


Their black defigns are flown, 
Their ſchemes are overthro an; 
At Freedom's call 
His fetters fall, 
And glory is our own. 


This happy day proclaim, 
Revere his injured name: 
May forty-five 
For ever thrive, 
And add to Freedom's fame. 
+ © hp 


LB 
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S ON XI. 


dozen of candle. 


 FORTY-FIVE DOZEN OF CANDLE. | 
Occafioned by a preſeat from Alderman White, of Win- 7 
cheſter, to Alderman Wilkes, of London, of forty-froe | 

| 


 TUNE,-—IN STORY WE'RE TOLD. 


Wiler bes, wha king, 


Sweet muſe wilt thou ſing; 
What alderman venture to handle? 
No ſubject to bright f 
As alderman White, q* 
And his forty-five dozen of candle. | 


ll. 


Nr. Garrick may brag 
Of his Warwickſhire wag, 
And ſhine both in buſkin and fandal : 
But I, tho” no bard, 
Muſt pay due regard 
To alderman White and his candle. 


— — 
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HL 
Dr. Morel may ſcan 
* Ban-ban-caliban, 


And Arne fet it ſweeter then Handel ; 


Was a fool to this man, 


| With his forty-five dozen of candle. 


IV. 


From him the bright name 
Of Freedom ſhall flame, 


And all who that cauſe underſtand ill, 


May ſee wrong from right, 
By the true patriot light, 


Ot forty-five dozen of candle. 


* See Shakeſpear's Garland. 


5. 
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